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ioning physique to harmonize with 

the inner man. She models sly 
clues to character all over the human 
carcass, but we miss them like flat- 
footed cops in detective stories. We 
regard ourselves as scientific in our 
judgments of the human animal, when 
we are in fact only suspicious. That is, 
we are always looking underneath and 
overlooking what is on the top, because 
we judge what is obvious and superfi- 
cial to be false. We believe that appear- 
ances are deceitful and that remarks 
about “sisters under the skin” are pro- 
found when they are really only subcu- 
taneous. British diplomats are supposed 
to fool other nations by telling the 
truth, and Nature fools all of us most 
of the time in the same way. 

There are groups of mankind that 
show a few or many physical features 
indicative of crudity, naiveté and gen- 
eral evolutionary ineptitude, as if they 
were put together by a fumbling learner. 
Their assortments of anatomical de- 
tails seem to have been gathered to- 
gether without attention to harmony, 
pattern, or finish; they have not been 
selected. There are other groups of men 
that are sophisticated evolutionary 
products; anatomically they exhibit 
little or nothing of the simple and the 
primitive. 

To those of us who are not familiar 
with the course of human evolution and 
who have not a cultivated taste in hu- 
man types these highly selected and ex- 
tremely evolved physical combinations 
seem bizarre, baroque, and even degen- 
erative. It is easy enough to recognize 
them because they are different; and 
because of their difference, they puzzle 
us and we dislike them. Most of the 
Jewish physical types fall into this cate- 
gory. They impress us as exotic, unless 
we live in New York. 

A couple of years ago Dr. George 
Woodbury and I were asked to examine 
three human skeletons, one adult and 
two immature. They had been found in 
the woods with neat bullet holes through 
their heads. Detectives had peddled 
them to dental conventions all over the 
country, because they hoped that the 
children could be identified by the wire 
bands which had been put on for the 
purpose of straightening their teeth. 

We first determined the age and sex 
of each skeleton and then decided that 
the adult female was the mother, be- 
cause she had a full blooming of the 
same prominent nose and buck teeth 
which were developing in the young- 
sters. All three individuals had round 
heads, which are usual but not invaria- 
ble in Central and Eastern European 
Jews. No single feature of these skele- 
tons was racially definitive, but the 
cranial combinations suggested Arme- 
nians, Syrians or Jews. We finally 
plumped for Jewish identity because of 
the expensive dental work which had 
been done in all three mouths. Another 
aid to our diagnosis was a strand of hair 
which Woodbury studied microscopic- 
ally, and ascertained to be that of a 
dark, curly-haired individual. 

Our findings enabled the authorities 
to identify the skeletons as those of a 
woman and her two children who had 
been missing for a decade or more. This 
lady had run off with a brakeman, tak- 
ing her two children. The moral of this 
tale, as I see it, is not the inadvisability 
of married ladies eloping with railroad 
employees but rather the possibility of 
identifying certain racial blends, even in 
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Why the Jew Grows Stronger 


By Earnest Albert Hooton 


Jews, as a people, represent the supersophisticated product 


of intensive selection. 


We have divested Jews of their morons. ... The Jews have 
resources of intelligence that are superior to their enemies’. 

Their involuntary eugenic regime has been partly respon- 
sible for the astounding frequency with which they produce 


men of genius. 


There is but one remedy—assimilation of Jewish minorities 


by marriage. 


If we could get Jews to outmarry it would leaven the lump 
of Gentile stupidity. There is enough ability in the few million 
Jews to raise the general average considerably. 


an osseous and desiccated state. Wood- 
bury and I are not wizards, but only 
physical anthropologists who were able 
to make a lucky guess because of a 
uniquely characteristic combination of 
skull features. 

A great deal of well-meaning nonsense 
has been talked by anthropologists 
about the nonexistence of a Jewish race. 
It is true that the Jews are not a race in 
the sense of composing a major physi- 
cal body of mankind, distinguishable by 
an exclusive combination of physical 
features derived from an unmixed 
heredity. No really large groups of men 
in civilized countries are racially pure; 
all are mixed. 

Nobody but an anthropologist knows 
what a pure race is, and nobody but a 
Nazi cares. Even he would not care if he 
knew that the Germans are a racial hash 
and that “Aryan” is a linguistic term. 

The name “Aryan” is correctly ap- 


plied only to the great family of lan- 
guages spoken over wide areas in 
Europe and Asia by many groups which 
are diverse in race and in nationality. 
Hindus, Persians, Armenians, Greeks, 
Rumanians, Slavs, Lithuanians, Ger- 


mans, Italians, French, British and 
Scandinavians are some of the peoples 
who speak Aryan languages. No one 
knows what race of people originated 
Aryan speech in prehistoric times. It 
has differentiated into many languages, 
most of them mutually unintelligible. 
Most of the peoples who speak Aryan 
languages today have probably bor- 
rowed their speech from others, or have 
had it forced upon them, as we have 
forced English upon the American 
Negro. 

Some expert students of language 
think that the Germanic languages show 
evidence of having been borrowed and 
developed by a non-Aryan aboriginal 
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population of Germany. The Italians 
were not Aryans originally, but were 
forced to adopt the Italic dialects by 
invaders who entered Italy about 1500 
B.C. Language is swapped about and 
modified without any reference to race 
or physical type. Any race or nation- 
ality can use any language which it 
takes the trouble to learn. The term 
“Aryan” has no more racial physical 
significance than have the names of dif- 
ferent makes of automobiles if applied 
to their users. We might divide Amer- 
icans into Fordians, Plymouthians and 
Chevroletians, inaugurate pogroms of 
Fordians and debar from public office 
anyone whose grandfather could be 
proved to have owned and operated a 
Model T Ford. It would be just as sen- 
sible as this Aryan drivel. 

Racial characters are physical fea- 
tures which are inherited. They bear 
no necessary relationship to language, 
nationality, virtue or cussedness. The 
greatest importance of physical features 
that the layman calls “racial” is that 
they enable anyone to pick out indi- 
viduals as members of some hereditarily 
constituted large human group. It does 
not matter what you call the group, so 
long as you can distinguish its individ- 
ual units by their physical peculiarities. 
Now, we all know that any practical 
observer of ht man types, and indeed 
any casual layman, can select a Jewish 
type of countenance in a crowd with 
considerable facility and fair accuracy. 
He is much more likely to be right when 
he picks a Jew than when he tries to pick 
a Nordic. Nordic characters are largely 
ideal and imaginative, but Jewish facial 
lineaments are real and objective. Not 
all Jews have them; they are pres in 
varying degrees in different Jewish™in- 
dividuals and groups. 

I am going to explain and describe the 
combinations of facial variations which 
we recognize in Jews, and then I shall 
discuss the social consequences of the 
physical distinctiveness of Jews dwell- 
ing in Gentile populations. 

Literally, the outstanding feature of 
the Jewish face is the nose. Its bony 
roof springs from a high root to an 
arched bridge, of which the bump may 
be high up, in the middle, or low down. 
Even more characteristic is the fleshy 
tip of the nose, which is strongly 
rounded and droops, and the wings of 
the nostrils recurved to meet the cheeks 
high up on the face. 

The nose in the human species 
changes its shape with age and shows 
marked sex variations. Numerous genes, 


Speaking of noses, Anthropolo- 
gist Hooton says: "Literally, the 
outstanding feature of the Jew- 
ish face is the nose.” Here are 
the noses of 16 prominent per- 
sons, both Jews and Gentiles. 
They are, in alphabetical order, 
as follows: John Barrymore, Ber- 
nard Baruch, Sarah Bernhardt, 
Benjamin Disraeli, Jimmy Du- 
rante, Albert Einstein, Joseph 
Goebbels, Mrs. Hermann Goer- 
ing, Jascha Heifetz, Adolf Hitler, 
Earnest Hooton, Hedy Lamarr, 
Yehudi Menuhin, Paul Muni, 
Franklin D. Roosevelt and Rabbi 
Stephen S. Wise. You can 
check the accuracy of your iden- 
tification by turning to page 72 
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or inheritance units, are combined in 
manifold ways to make of man’s vesti- 
gial snout or rudimentary proboscis the 
most noticeable feature of his counte- 
nance. The Jewish nose is essentially 
adult as contrasted with infantile; highly 
evolved rather than primitive. In the 
mixing of germ plasms in reproduction 
the genes representing contrasting de- 
velopments of the same organs have a 
free-for-all fight. The characters that 
win are called dominants, and eventu- 
ally these gain expression in the devel- 
opment of the individual. Nearly all 
the features of the Jewish nose are 
dominant; they persist in inheritance at 
the expense of the weaker variations. 

The Jewish nose comes from a Near 
Eastern stock which we call the Iranian 
Plateau Race, although some of its dis- 
tinctive details—the recurved wings of 
the nostrils, and the fleshiness of the 
tip—have originated in other racial 
strains. 

The survival of the fittest in nasal se- 


lection has produced the Jewish nose., 


However, in the Near East nasality has 
run riot in many stocks and there the 
Jewish nose is more difficult to dis- 
tinguish from Armenoid, Turkish, Per- 
sian, Arab and other exuberantly beaky 
forms than it is among Europeans, who 
are in a state of retarded nasal ado- 
lescence. 

The part of the upper lip on which 
the mustache grows (invariably in the 
male, occasionally and regrettably in 
the female) is usually concave in Jews 
and shortish, because the jaws are re- 
cessed and the teeth small. However, 
the membranous lips (which are the 
parts painted by females) are rather 
lusciously full, and slightly outrolled or 
everted. Below the mouth the facial 
profile cuts in sharply to a somewhat 
small and pointed chin which does not 
usually project far forward. 

Jewish hair is ordinarily curved, in 


: 


any degree from a slight wave to a mod- 
erately tight spiral, but the most char- 
acteristic form is a regular deep, short 
wave, giving a marcelled effect. Hair, 
eyes and skin are prevailingly dark, al- 
though there are some Jewish blonds. 
Red hair is the occasional product of 
racial mixture between certain blond 
and brunet white stocks. 

Any of the facial features which I 
have described may occur singly in non- 
Jewish individuals, but when they occur 
in combination they are almost unmis- 
takable. Although the Jews are not a 
race, they do represent racial blends in 
which are preserved the dominant and 
highly evolved features of the brunet, 
nasalized Iranian Plateau Race; some 
of the outstanding characters of the 
roundheaded, blocky, Alpine race; a 
few of the delicately molded facial 
minutiae of the classic Mediterranean 
brunets, together with identifiable 
dashes of other minor racial strains. 
This cluster of dominant features has 
been put together and stabilized into a 
variety of differing, though recogniz- 
ably Jewish, types. 

The agencies which have operated to 
produce this highly complex anthropo- 
logical result are the initial intermix- 
ture of several races, followed by the 
germinal selection of dominant features 
from each, fixed and intensified by sub- 
sequent inbreeding. 

Of course, the Jews have intermar- 
ried with other stocks everywhere they 
have gone, but this outbreeding has 
merely disseminated a few of their 
diluted features among the non-Jewish 
stocks involved, and has had a com- 
paratively slight physical effect upon 
the Jews themselves. 

Inbreeding, which is marrying within 
a restricted and related group, tends to 
accentuate dominant characters, since 
they are represented by double and 

(Continued on page 71) 
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The White King 


By Jacland Marmur 


ILLUSTRATED BY HARRY MORSE MEYERS 


Wherever you hear of the man, you will hear of 
the girl. Bob Cassino and Riti McKale—their 
names are bright in the South Pacific legends 


N THE early days of the Eastern 
Archipelago, you heard his name 
everywhere. A sun-baked skipper 

prowling the Sulus for mahogany logs, 
becalmed in the Basilan Strait, would 
grumble about that man while his bald- 
headed schooner gurgled the water with 
lifeless canvas, impatient for a slant. 
You would hear it murmured in starlit 
nights clear across the Celebes Sea, 
down to the Little Paternoster and the 
purple islands called Spermonde. It 
held fascination. The bright aura of 
bold deeds hung upon it. 

From the Pitt Passage; across the 
Java Sea; as far west and north as Con- 
dore Point off the Cochin China coast 
... Cassino . . . Captain Bob to the sea- 
faring fraternity; to gaunt adventurers 
waiting for great fortune or sudden 
death to reveal its face from the jungles; 
to bewhiskered pearl-shell dealers; to 
beachcombers; to gin-sodden remit- 
tance men from home. And to the Ma- 
lays who knew him for a friend, Rajah 
Putih—the white king. 

He inspired respect, admiration, envy 
and hate. He was capable enough to 
smile at all of it. With that odd metallic 
flicker in unwinking blue-gray eyes. 
And wherever you heard that name you 
heard also the name of a ship, Raven; 
and the name of a girl—Riti McKale. 
They were all bound up together. 

Where he came from no one rightly 
knew. Years before, he was a trade-post 
boy for old Caleb McKale on the savage 
Semarang coast inside the Karimun 
Jawas. He was there when the rover 
Van der Flechen ruthlessly armed the 
natives with ancient flintlocks for the 
sake of McKale’s godowns full of bird- 
of-paradise skins and some piculs of 
spice and indigo. What happened after 
that any island boomer could imagine 
for himself with a shudder. They had to. 
Because no one survived. Except the 
trade-post boy and old Caleb’s girl; and 
they neither of them spoke about it ever 
after at all. He was a gangling kid of 
fourteen then, and Riti was barely 
twelve. How he did it was eternal mys- 
tery. But he brought her out. He showed 
up with her in Surabaya in a native 
dugout canoe beneath the blistering sun, 
the both of them more dead than alive. 
They never parted since. So wherever 
you heard the name of one, you were 
bound to hear the other. 

You heard it most of all at Gumbo 
John’s, inside the Hoofd Reef, at the 
seaward edge of the Makassar jetty 
where every island cracker gathered to 
stare against blinding sunlight across 
the Great Lae Lae Shoal for whatever 
the sea might reveal. Gumbo John, be- 
ing Chinese and of a practical bent, knew 
that where white men went in those lati- 
tudes close to the line, gin and bitters 
were sure to follow. So he married a 


Bugis woman a little darker than the 
rest, put up a few canvas sun dodgers on 
bamboo poles, and opened business with 
case oil tins for seats. And his marriage 
and his business prospered. 

That’s where you heard Cassino’s 
name the most of all. That, too, is where 
you were likely to see Riti McKale when 
she wasn’t with him on his ship. She 
would be at the edge of the quay, staring 
intently outward, her white sailing cut- 
ter at her feet, her Malay boys alert. 
Booted and helmeted, with a rattan 
whip-cane in her little fist. Silhouetted 
against the horizon, she could make men 
remember with a sudden cruel ache of 
the loveliness of women, of the beauty 
of their half-forgotten northern homes. 
There was that complete femininity 
upon her and the sure knowledge of its 
meaning, with her strong full figure, her 
luxurious chestnut hair, and her dark 
and sparkling eyes watching the outer 
void for a brig that was called the 
Raven. 


yo were lucky if you saw that ship 
and can remember the look of her, 
booming down with the monsoon in her 
wings and white water curling at her 
bows. Her leaning hull would be as dark 
as midnight below the whiteness of her 
sheer line: her two sticks black as high 
as the royal spar. Only her yards, her 
spanker boom and gaff, were white; and 
even these were black-tipped, like a 
raven’s wings, as far in as the reef-tackle 
blocks. She mounted a long Tom in her 
bows and two swivel quarter-deck guns. 
But she had no stern ordnance at all. 
Because Captain Bob Cassino could 
show his heels to anything afloat by 
crude steam or by sail. And he didn’t 
believe in running anyhow, when there 
was anything left to face. 

And it was at Gumbo John’s that Cap- 
tain Flegmar Voodray of the little 
wooden coasting steamer Bintang heard 
there was famine on Bob Cassino’s trad- 
ing island of Balbalan. 

His engineer and partner, Frankie 
Metaxin, brought him such wonderful 
news as that. Famine on Balbalan! 
Famine was a fine thing—if you were a 
statesman, a politician, or an island 
boomer cute enough to know what to do 
with it. It was almost as good, Frankie 
thought, as winning the Singapore lot- 
tery some years before so they could 
buy their crumby old hull at a libel 
auction for the opium smuggle out of the 
Rhio Strait. It excited him. It had pos- 
sibilities. Here at last was the chance to 
cut Cassino down! So he gulped his gin 
eagerly and leaned forward, tapping 
Flegmar’s drill-coated paunch. 

“We got him!” he kept insisting 
thinly. “Can’t you see it? We got him 
now at last!” 

Captain Voodray was slowly annoy- 


